renewal with the Court, he slowly turned his
mind to the King of France. That monarch, if
anyone, had cause to thank him, and would even
now benefit by his restoration, and so he would
sound him. Even if Francis yielded no hope of
swaying Henry, he might influence the Pope.
Once the help of Clement had been enlisted there
was no knowing what possibilities might not open
up. Wolsey's health, however, had been slowly
failing and his mental powers were gradually
deteriorating. As long as he confined his activities
to the comparatively small sphere of his diocese,
that shadow across his mind did not become
visible; but directly he launched out upon a
big project he was to find himself frustrated.
Moreover, the trustful atmosphere in which he
had now been living had already destroyed some
of his old cunning, and he put too much faith in
his envoy.

He chose a Venetian physician, Agostini, for
his ambassador, and through him opened up
communication with the French envoy; and,
waxing more daring, he soon communicated with
the French envoy himself. Indiscreet as these
communications were, Wolsey was wise enough
to reserve until later any ambitions he may have
had for returning to the English Court. At the
moment he sought only the favour of the Pope;
but, in doing so, he gave Norfolk the last handle
he wanted to bring him to the block* For,
although the duke had spied upon him ceaselessly,